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The Way He ls 


Author's Notes: 
| don't know why | wrote this, it was like | read the prompt and fell in love and its amost Christmas ;/ Hope 


you like it! 
Merry xmas, everybody! 


“Somebody stop them!" Rod screamed, running to get Steve by his back. 

It was the third time in a row only this evening. Clive arrived a few seconds later and held Bruce tightly just 
like Rod did to Steve. Manager and drummer shared the same sad expressions. Meanwhile the whole band was 
enjoying their amazing moment, Bruce and Steve were killing all the pleasure exchanging harsh words that 
would lead them to a corporal fight. 


“Let me gol" Bruce screamed, shaking his body to get free. 


“Only if you promise to behave like adults." Rod said in a very serious tone. 


Bassist and lead singer, both sweaty and with messy hair, actually with a few scratches here and there, 
agreed with a nod. Then Rod and Clive stepped back, letting them go. Steve stood at the same place, staring at 
Bruce with eyes burning with wrath and hate. The smaller man then realizes that his left cheek is aching, so 
he lets his hands run through the affected area. He feels the blood drenching his fingers. 


"You bloody animal! Do you seriously want to kill me?” Bruce curses as he tries to clean his hands on his 


clothes. 
“Its just a little cut, my little lady. Ye will be bludi fine." Steve answers in a sarcastic tone. 


Bruce's heart stops. He didn't want to admit it, but the way Steve called him affected his lower belly. That was 
one of his biggest secrets, his passion for dirty talking. Well, that wasn't exactly dirty talking but it could be. 
He only hoped that his black spandex were dark enough to hide his erection 


Besides that, Bruce had a little crush on Steve since the first time he saw him playing bass. Then the singer 
was invited to be part of Maiden He could still remember how his heart beat fast when they shook hands for 
the first time. The possibility of the feeling be mutual was real while they played together in the studio and 
went to pubs to celebrate right after. One night, Bruce remembered pretty well, drunk Steve told him that he 
had a thing for hairy guys while he kept a hand on Dickinson's thigh. 


And suddenly they were there, ready to have their first gig. All the magic was over. Steve showed his dictator 
side and all his anger towards the poor singer. Just because he wanted to be on the stupid middle of the 
stage, place that naturally belonged to the frontman. The sweet and tender bassist was gone, he left a 
monster that would hurt Bruce physically every night. 


Even having this secret desire of having Steve fucking him, Bruce still was very stubborn and proud. His 
mouth formed a large wicked smile when he realized that he could use the situation to provoke Harris and 


maybe, who knows, prove if he feels something for him or not. 
"| will show you who the little lady is." Bruce said grinning. “Wait and see, Steve." 


Steve only had time to furrow his tick eyebrows. In the next moment he felt Bruce throwing himself against 
him, making them fall. His body made a loud sound when hit the floor, making his back hurts. Bruce was on top 
of him and Clive was already running to remove him from there. But the drummer was too slow. Before he 


could do anything, Bruce kissed Harris passionately. 


Steve's eyes opened wide, his cheeks then began to burn in shame. Yes, he knew he was bisexual since he was 
|2. It was a bloody secret and being kissed by another man in public was like letting the world knows about it. 
That was what Steve felt on that moment. Bruce attacked his lips like a horny animal, his tongue invading 
Harry's mouth when the bassist opened it for breath. The singer's hands went to the long curly hair that was 
spread on the floor, pulling it and bringing the bassist closer. Meanwhile he positioned his knee against Steve's 
cock, stroking it gently and bringing it to life. 


Oh, fuck! Where the hell was Rod to separate them? Steve despaired asked himself. Now he was not only 
blushing like a virgin but was also becoming hard as a stone. His spandex that night were white so there was 
no way the other guys wouldn't see it. Steve's mind gave him two options: he could let Dickinson play his game 
and end up like the band's needy whore or he could play with Bruce, kissing him back and making him the needy 


one. 


Of course Steve would choose the second one. And it took him a lot to overcome his shyness for a moment 
and kiss Bruce back. When Dickinson felt Steve's tongue gentle plays with his, Bruce got surprised for a bit, 
opening his eyes to see dark globes defying him. Both pair of eyes were closed, singer and bassist enjoying the 
sensation for real this time. Daring Steve then squeezed Bruce's butt firmly, feeling the skin he craved for so 
long at his hands. It was amazingly soft and fit perfectly between Steve's digits. They stopped for a bit, 
pressing their foreheads together and trying to catch their breaths. They were ready to continue, but a voice 
startled both. 


"Oh, so all this time they were just horny." It was Dave, murmuring to Adrian right after they got to the 


resting room. 

Bruce and Steve weren't alone. It was a mix of provocation and sex tension, nothing more. So Bruce tried to 
stand up, but ended up putting himself in a way that his ass was positioned exactly to ride Steve's cock. His 
buttocks gentle stroke Steve's knob, it was an amazing sensation so both moaned with this feeling, making all 
the room go crazy. 

“Are you really going to shag in front of us?" Rod asked seriously, making Bruce and Steve quickly stand up. 
If Steve could open a hole in the ground to disappear he would. Blushing, Harris kept his eyes on the floor and 
used his hands to cover his erection Bruce found that really cute. That dominant Harry should appear only in 


their bed, outside the shy kid should prevail. 


“Its not wot ye blocks think Steve said, running away from the room. 


One month later. 

“Yes, one month today." Bruce agreed with Dave, smiling brightly. 

They were on the bus going to some random city. It was late and Bruce believed that everybody was sleeping 
so he didn't mind answering Dave's questions about his relationship with Steve. It was truth that the band and 


Rod knew about them, but Steve was making every effort to avoid staff and crew members finding it out. 


“You aren't fighting anymore and you seem so happy together. It was good for everybody after all.” 


Bruce seemed a bit lost, the wide blue eyes of his friends were truly happy, but Dickinson knew that his 


relationship with Steve wasn't perfect. 


"| don't think you understand what is going on" Bruce said sadly. “We have sex, sleep together and there are 


no fights. But that's all, Dave." 
"You guys love each other." 
"| love Steve and | always tell him that. But he never does the same." 


A single tear blurred the singer's left eye and he quickly wiped it away. He shouldn't get so emotional. Certainly 
it was the beer talking. 


"He loves you too, Bruce, its written in the way he looks and talks about you." 


“He could bloody say it! | mean, | know he's shy but when we are sharing a bed he knows how things are done. 


I'm not asking too much. Besides he has never kissed me. 
"What?" 


"| mean kissed me properly. When he does he is also stroking my cock so it doesn't count. | want a real love 
kiss. It sounds stranger than it truly is." 


Singer and guitarist still chatted for a bit before turning the lights off to go back to sleep in their places. 
Bruce sighed, feeling a headache arriving. The brunette then took his seat next to Steve, looking at the sleeping 


man curled near the bus window. When he sat, Dickinson felt strong arms pulling him to Harry's lap. It was so 


dark they couldn't see exactly each others faces. 

“| woke you up. I'm sorry." Bruce whispered, bringing part of his hair behind his ears. 

"Ye didn't 

Steve then begun to pet Bruce's hair, feeling the softness of the long silky mane. He then gently pulled the 
brunette closer, sealing their lips in a soft kiss. It was a tender affection and Steve didn't dare to move his 
hands to Bruce's ass or dick. The wetness of each mouth and the position they were made it feel childish. 


Their tongues met in a genuine innocent affection. Honestly, it would be a perfect first kiss if it wasn't for 


Bruce biting Steve's down lip at the end of it. 
“Bastard.” Steve cursed, swallowing the amount of blood Bruce spilled. 
“Sorry, Harry, | know you're not like that. So | presume that you were listening to me talking to Dave." 


Bruce was smirking. He could feel the bass player getting angry. Besides, it was funny to imagine mister 


serious Harris trying to listen to his conversation 


“If you wanted to keep it a secret then shouldn't have spoken it loud" Steve complained. “Anyway that was our 
first real kiss. Happy now?" 


"Steve." Bruce called gentle, snuggling himself in the bassist body. 

"Say it" 

"| love you, ‘arry." 

“And | love ye too, bastard 

So they kissed again 

“We can cuddle or | can suck yer dick" Steve said suddenly in a whisper. “Yer choice." 

“On your knees, Steve." Bruce murmured with a wide pervert smile on his face. 

“| thought ye were a romantic bloke now." Steve joked, removing the lover from his lap and bending down 


"l'm happy knowing that you love me." Bruce comments as he opens his legs and remove his forming erection 
from his trousers. 


“Ye know that | meant it, right?" Steve asked, keeping his head down, not being able to face the singer. 


"| do. Love you just the way you are." Bruce affirms. “Now better start sucking. And remember that my balls 


are there for a reason" 


Steve shot a deadly look at Bruce, but didn't say anything. After all, Harris loved the singer the way he was 


too. 


